IO4-                 LETTERS  TO AN UNKNOWN

bolical language and I will never know two
words of it. I went to dinner Sunday with
General Narvaez. There were only Spanish
women. One of them is trying to starve
herself for love and is dying slowly. This
mode of death will impress you as very
cruel. Good-by.

XCVI.

PARIS, Monday\ September, 1844.

IT is evident that we cannot meet now
without quarrelling. We want the impos-
sible: you, that I should be a statue; I, that
you should not be one. Every new proof
of this impossibility is cruel for both of
us. I regret all the grief that I have caused
you. I yield too often to my absurd impa-
tience. I might as well be angry because
ice is cold.

I hope that you forgive me now; I feel
no anger, but much sadness. Good-by,
since we can be friends only at a distance.
When we are old, perhaps we shall meet
again with pleasure. Meanwhile, in happi-
ness or unhappiness, remember me.elfishness. Will you put aside some daypromenade which we missed
